*    The Death of Ya^atbingyan    *

feet and stood looking down at the face. There was
something alarming in her attitude, the abandon of ut-
ter grief. A young man crept forward and whispered
anxiously: 'I overheard what he said about us; be
calmer, don't do anything!*

She turned on him with dreadful passion. 'After my
lord, do you think I'd touch you, you fool! Get out of
my way! What do you know! There's nothing more for
me!3 And with her hands over her face she rushed from
the room. They found her body afterwards at the bot-
tom of the well.
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